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A Wild Time 


The spotlights gleamed, the audience screamed in unison. Sweat poured from Jon's face, running down his chest, 


soaking him everywhere. 


"Tell me you want me! Want me! Waannt mee!" Jon moaned in the mic, his hands running through his hair, his 
body swaying to the beat of the song. The end of the song was nearing. It always gave him shivers, shivers of 


pleasure. 


Running his hands along his sides, still swaying to the beat, Jon threw back his head and parted his lips in a 
moan just as Richie sang, "| want to fuck you" in his talkbox. The song ended with that and the crowd went 
wild, girls fainting and trying desperately to climb onto the stage. 


"Thank you for coming to our show! Goodnight everybody!" Jon yelled into the mic, quickly stepping away from 
it to admire the audience. With one last bow and fists in the air, the men made their way backstage. Tico and 
David went to go get themselves a drink, leaving Jon and Richie alone. Jon watched as Richie took off his shirt, 
revealing his bronze colored skin, his muscular arms flexed as he tossed the shirt aside. Jon felt something 
twitch and was startled to find that it was his groin Calm down you horny bastard! Not here, not now! Jon 
scolded to himself. Oblivious to Jon's inner struggle, Richie stretched, his head tilted back. Jon could see that 


Richie was also sweating, and that turned him on even more. 
"Great show huh?" Richie said, letting his arms swing to his sides as his stretches ended. 


"Of course! Best fucking one so far!" Jon replied, grinned at Richie. Richie returned the grin with his own, 
showing off his bright, shiny teeth. Richie always gave the best smiles. Jon felt a twitch in his groin again and 
his leather pants became too unbearable. Ignoring the voice in his head that was telling him no, Jon strode with 
quick, determined steps and stopped right in front of Richie. Grabbing the sides of his face with his hands, Jon 
leaned upwards and mashed his mouth wildly onto Richie's lips. It only took Richie seconds before he responded 
to Jon's kiss and he wrapped his arms tightly around Jon's waist, pressing him closer. Jon moaned against 


Richie's mouth, shuddering when he felt one of Richie's hands grab roughly onto his crotch. 


"Oh baby!" Jon sighed, breaking the kiss to throw his head back, his breath already coming out in short shallow 
pants. Richie smiled to himself before leaning down to kiss Jon's neck, sucking gently on his skin as he moved 
his lips all over, teeth lightly grazing over his pulse point. Jon moaned again as he felt Richie's hand grip his 
crotch tighter, making his erection strain painfully against his pants. Pulling away from Richie's embrace, Jon 
began walking in the direction of the dressing room, knowing without a doubt that Richie was following him 
close behind. Making it inside the dressing room, he turned around just in time to see Richie close the door 
behind him. Damn, he's so fucking gorgeous! Jon thought to himself as Richie wrapped his arms around his 
waist. Wrapping his arms around Richie's neck, Jon pressed himself against him, rubbing his groin gently against 


Richie's. 


"Now, this is the part when you push me against the wall," Jon murmered seductively, his fingers twisting into 
Richie's brown wavy hair. Richie grinned in his own seductive way and with such force and speed, he had Jon 
pinned against the wall, his tongue entering Jon's mouth at the same time. Jon shivered with pleasure as Richie 


moved the kiss down to his neck, his tongue lightly darting out to lick at Jon's soft skin 

"And now you begin to un-clothe me," Jon breathed, his head tilted back as Richie continued to kiss his neck. He 
heard Richie's breath hitch as he undid his buttoned shirt, his fingers shaking visibly. Feeling his shirt slide off 
his shoulders and down to the floor made Jon moan through his opened mouth, his panting grew faster and his 
fingers digged tighter in Richie's hair. Feeling deeply aroused, Richie began kissing Jon's chest, slowly moving his 
way down to Jon's pants’ zipper. 

"And now take off my pants," Jon panted, closing his eyes. Richie obeyed and Jon's pants fell to the floor. 

"No underwear?" Richie asked, his lips at a half smile as he looked up at Jon. 


"Nah man," Jon responded with a breathless laugh, ending it with a cry when he felt Richie take him in. 


"Shit Rich!" Jon yelled as Richie sucked him slowly, using his tongue to slide along the tip of his cock. Richie 
grinned with excitement before bobbing his head up and down rapidly. 


"Fuck fuck fuck!" Jon yelled, his chest heaving with heavy pants as he began thrusting up into Richie's mouth. 


With that, Richie abruptly stopped and he took Jon's half hardened cock out of his mouth. He looked at Jon, 
who was looking back at him, his mouth gaping open. 


"Why the fuck did you stop?!" Jon moaned, his eyes dilated with pure lust. 


"| want this to last longer," Richie replied, taking off his pants and underwear as he spoke. Turning Jon around, 
Richie plastered him against the wall, holding his hands to the wall on either side of his head. Jon could feel 
Richie's erection rub against him and he let out a groan of pleasure. His knees almost gave out as Richie began 


to finger him, moving his fingers in and out slowly. 
"Oh god Richie, this feels so damn good!" Jon sighed, his body continually quivering with excitement. 


"Then this will feel extraordinary," Richie murmured before entering Jon, groaning when he felt Jon's tightness 


close around his cock. 


"Fuck Richie!" Jon cried out as he threw his head back, resting it on Richie's shoulder. He could feel Richie's 
hands roam everywhere on his body and that only turned Jon on more. Reaching down, he grabbed onto his 
own hardening cock and began stroking it to Richie's thrusts. As Richie's thrusts turned harder and faster, so 
did Jon's pacing strokes and soon they were both in a panting frenzy. 


"Oh Jonny! Ah fuck baby!" Richie moaned in Jon's ear, his breath ragged as he pounded into Jon 


‘Oh baby! I'm gonna cum!" Jon responded, feeling his orgasm reaching the boiling point inside of him. It only took 
a few last rough thrusts from Richie and Jon's orgasm exploded, his cum shot into his hands and down his 
legs as he bucked. 


"Jonny!" Richie screamed, thrusting sporadically as he shot his cum inside Jon. With knees giving out, they both 
tumbled to the floor, Richie on top of Jon. They laid there for a moment, fighting for their breath. Finally, 
Richie rolled off of Jon, fresh sweat dripping from his body. Jon knew he was sweating too, but he didn’t care. 
He cared only about Richie, and that was that. Reaching up, Jon stroked Richie's damp hair, his lips seeking his 
as they gave each other a long deep kiss. Pulling back, Jon looked into Richie's dark brown eyes, how they 
drooped adorably with exhaustion 


Leaning forward, Jon whispered in Richie's ear, "I love you." He felt Richie's hands press tightly against his back, 
hugging him close to him. 


‘| love you too Jon. Always have, always will" This made Jon smile as he got up and gathered his clothes, 
putting them on slowly, no reason to rush. When both fully dressed, they took one more look around in the 
dressing room before taking each others hand and walking out, back into the lounge room where Tico and David 


would be waiting, to celebrate yet another Bon Jovi success. 


